CHAPTER     XVII
RATIONING became a pretext for unsociabiEty with many people. You
called upon a person, found him consuming an austere meal without
even the thought of breaking bread with you. Even if offered you were
expected to refuse. Times were hard, domestic service difficult to obtain
and many a busy wife found herself having to do all her housework, to
queue for food and to do war work into the bargain. The strain on physique
and temper was unendurable. Money was easy to get but could not ease
the burden of existence. Yet, if the enemy offered us leisure, luxury and
laughter, we would have refused. We meant to see it through. We
fought for the things that meant most to us at the expense of these very
things. G.B.S. was fortunately cut off from the mood and temper of the
people. Ours was the only society he had and of course the wireless.
There were occasional visitors and occasional visits to other places, but
with us he was almost a daily companion. There was one woman I heard,
who complained of his high spirits so soon after the death of his wife,
but that only proved how little she understood him. For weeks at a time
we were reduced to worrying about his difficulties in getting indoor
help. He even suggested living in one room and letting the rest of the
house go hang. The thought of being left without a servant was cer-
tainly frightening. "All these servants tending a senile man makes me
uneasy," he said. But in a moment he was talking about increasing his
staff because it makes a good impression.
"I don't want to be relegated to the rank of Field-Marshal when I
can still be an active general."
I enjoyed the pun for it recalled a vision of D. H. Lawrence in shirt
sleeves doing all the washing up after a talkative meal. He always insisted
on things being washed up immediately so that the "troubles" shouldn't
accumulate. Lawrence was a perfect general, a maid of all talk and work.
But Shaw did not mean general in that sense. He was thinking of
Napoleon moving armies on their stomachs, and Montgomery meeting
desperate situations.
Then there was a change of mood.
"I'm going to die in my bed to-night," he said.
"You will outlive most of us," I assured him again,
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